35

XVII.

Wee ******, niest, the Guard relieves,

An' Orthodoxy raibles,
Tho' in his heart he weel believes,

An' thinks it auld wives' fables:
But, faith ! the birkie wants a Manse3

So, cannily he hums them;
Altho' his carnal wit an' sense

Like hafflins-ways o'ercomes him

At times that day.

XVIII

Now butt an' ben5 the Change-house fills,
Wi' yill-caup Commentators:

Here's crying out for bakes and gills,

An' there the pint stowp clatters;
While thick an' thrang, an' loud an* lang,

Wi' logic, an' wi' Scripture,
They raise a din, .that in the end,
Is like to breed a rupture

0' wrath that day,

XIX.

Leeze me on Drink ! it gies us mair

Than either School or College :
It kindles wit, it waukens Iair3

It pangs us fou o? knowledge.
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